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Shaxb-sm ar es ' 

Speafce of my lameneffe, and I ftraight will halt; 

Againft thy reafons making no defence. 

Thou canft not(loue)difgrace me halfe fo ill. 

To let a forme vpon defired change, 

As ile my felfe difgrace, knowing thy wil, 

I will acquaintance ftrangle and looke ftrange: 

Be abfent from thy walkes and in my tongue. 

Thy fweet beloucd name no more (hall dwell, 

Lcaft I(too much prophane)fhould do it wrongc; 

And haplieof our old acquaintance tell. 

For thee, againft my felfe ile vow debate. 

For I muft nerc loue him whom thou doft hate. 

T Hen hate me when thou wilt, if euer,now. 

Now while the world is bent my deeds to crolTe, 
loynewith the fpighc of fortune, make me bow. 

And doe not drop in for an after lofle.- 

Ah doe not, when my heart hath fcapte this forrow* 

Come in the rereward of a conquerd woe, 

Giue not a windy night a rainic morrow, 

To linger out a purpofd ouer-throw. 

If thou wilt leaue me, do not leaue me Iaft, 

When other pettie griefes haue done their lpight. 

But in the onfet come,fo Hall I talle 
At firft the very word offortuncs might. 

And other ftraines of woe, which now fee me woe, 
Compar’d with lofle of thee, will not feeme fo. 
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S Ome glory in their birth, fome in their skill. 

Some in their wealth, fome in their bodies force. 
Some in their garments though new-fangled ill; 

Some in their Hawkes and Hounds, fome in their Horfc* 
And euery humor hath his adiundt pleafure. 

Wherein it Andes a ioy aboue the reft. 

But thefe pcrticulers are not my meafure. 

All thefe 1 better in one generallbeft. 

Thy 




Sonnets. 

Thy loue is bitter then high birth to me. 

Richer then weaJth,prouderthen garments coit 3 
Of more delight then Hawkes or Horfesbee: 

And hauing chee,of all mens pride I boaft. 

Wretched in this alone, that thou maift take. 

All this aw ay, and me mod wretched make, 
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B Vt doe thy worft to fteale thy felfe away, 

For tearme oflife thou art allured mine. 

And life no longer then thy loue will flay. 

For it depends vpon that loue of thine; i 
Then need I not to feare the word of wrongs. 

When in the leaft of them my life hath end, 

1 fee, a better date to me belongs 

Then that,which on thy humor doth depend. 

Thou canft not vex me with inconftant minde. 

Since that my life on thy reuolt doth lie. 

Oh what a happy title do I finde , 

Happy to haue thy loue, happy to die! 

But whats fo bleflcd faire that feares no blot, 

Thou maift be falce, and yet I know it not. 
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S O fhall I line,fuppofing thou art true. 

Like a deceiued husband, fo loues face. 

May ftill feeme loue to me, though alter’d new; 

Thy lookes with inc ,thy heart in other place. 

For their can Hue no hatred in thine eye, 

Therefore in that 1 cannot know thy change, 

I 11 manies lookes,the falce hearts hiftory- 

Is writ in moods and frouncs and wrincklcs ftrange, 

Buthcauen in thy creation did decree, 

That in thy face lweet loue fbould euer dwell, 

What ere thy thoughts, or thy hearts workings be, 
Thv lookes fhouid nothing thence, but fwcctneflc tell. 
How like Eaues apple doth thy beauty grow, 

If thy iweet rertue anfwere not thy (how. 
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